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Old Geumak, 1580. 
Piano part by Dr. Reimann. 
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1. Now sleep my lit - tie ba - by dear, and close your wea - ry 

2. He sends a guar-dian an - gel, dear, to watch you all the 
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night, 
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God will not for 
hov - er round your 



I 



get His child while 
lit - tie bed 'till 
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she in slum - ber lies, While she 
comes the morn - ing light, 'Till comes 
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slum - ber lies, 
morn - ing light. 
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Nun schlaf , mein liebes Kindelein 
Und thu' die Aiiglein zu, 

Den Gott, der will dein Vater sein 
Drum schlaf in guter Ruh'. 



Er send' dir auch sein Engelein 
Zu Hiitern Tag und Nacht 

Das sie bei deiner Wiegen sein. 
Und halten gute Wacht. 



